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chapter one 


Author's Notes: 
Please let me know of any spelling or grammar errors | may have missed while correcting! Thanks--Jamie 


"Roar Of The Rain" 

What was | thinking, in the first place? | mean, really. | got myself into this. And hell if | cart pull myself out. 
It's bad enough that it affected me-but it's been affecting the people | care about most, those closest to me. 
And some don't even know it. 

Inga. 

God how could | have done this to her? | thought she was my life. 


| *thought*. 


The rain pounds on the windshield-I speed up my wipers, squint to see the road in the gray haze. | really 


should stop to get gas. | just passed my roadmarker-the last station for forty miles. I'm only going twenty. 
That still cuts it pretty damn close. 


Not a time to be doing this. 


What the fuck are you thinking, Eric? "Fixing" this will only create another problem-consequentially, a bigger 


one. 
Tom's gonna kill me. 

After all, it was my idea. The first kiss. 

Oh but god that first kiss.. 

8:30pm, our usual meeting time. Same time, same place. His. 


| pull off the main road, onto black concrete, and begin the long drive up to the house. The trees sag with 
rainwater and slosh against the windows, long fingers tickling the roof of the truck 


| take a deep breath. 

God I'm really going to do this. 

| park beside a sleek black Intrepid and open the door. 

Somehow. Somehow I've got to keep moving. 

| hear his whispers in my ear.feel his nails falling along my shoulders. 
l'm so fucked. 


The lights are low and warm as | approach the house. | fiddle with the keys-find the right one, turn the lock. 


Tom told me | didn't have to knock anymore. 


Warmth touches my face as | enter and the roar of the rain is silenced when | close the door again. Laughter, 


soft and to me, so intoxicating, comes from the kitchen. 


Tom pads out in jeans and a green sweater with a phone snugged under his ear. ‘Hey baby; he mouths to me 


in a smile. 
| swallow. Suddenly, my throat is very very dry. 


"Look.can | call you back? Got company. No, not that's fine it's just." Tom holds up a finger and kisses it at me 


silently. "Yep. See you then" He shuts the phone off, and slowly lowers it to the edge of the sofa, eyeing me 
sheepishly. He wants me to make the first move. 


So, Eric. 

Make it. 

"Tom.| uh.” The words are there. They really are. But somehow | just can't voice them. 
His eyebrows raise slightly, expectantly. 

Then lower, worried. 

"What is it?" 

| should leave. Or just act like | didn't want to say anything. 

Shit how do | do *that*? 

"Tom ..we can't do this anymore." 

There. Its out. 

My words seem suspended in the air, like Tom didn't hear me at all. His expression doesn't even change. 
"| know." He says. 

| blink. 

What the hell does that mean? 

You mean, like, it's over? Why, exactly? Because he says it is? 

Or because he knows it's what | want..? 

Tom shifts and picks the phone up again. 

"I've got dinner on the stove. Chicken and uh. Something. | can't remember." 

| should leave. 


Leave Eric.just leave.. 


| follow him into the kitchen. 

| should say something to him. God only knows what he's thinking. 
"Tom." 

He closes his eyes like | just hit him or something. 


Fight me, dammit! | can take you angry, | can take you sad, but | can't fucking stand it when you're indifferent 
like this--! 


"What would you like me to say, Eric? What do you want to hear?" 

| search his eyes. He can't be serious. 

He hands me a plate. "It's going to get cold. I've got a song to work on" 

He walks off towards the bedroom, where he knows | won't follow. 

He wants me to leave.. 

| stand in the room alone. 

But | don't want to. 

This would be so much easier if Tom was a woman. He'd scream at me, call me a lying cheating bastard and 


hit me with his purse a few times and I'd walk out grinning, feeling like a big man cuz | just busted some poor 


chick's heart to pieces. 

But he's not a chick. He's my brother. My best friend. 

| walk to the bedroom door, listen to him playing his guitar. 

| put my back to the wall and slide down. Just listening. 

Inga, you may be my spouse..but you're not my life. 

That space was reserved a long time before you came around. 
"Can we start over?," | ask the door. 


The strumming stops. 


Tom opens the door and peers down at me, black hair falling into his eyes. 
"Why? What.what made you change your mind?” 


"| uh..l love you, man! | cringe. What the fuck was that? A piss-poor attempt at reconciliation just ‘cause | 
wanna get laid? Tom frowns, unconvinced. 


| open my mouth to try again but Tom slides into my lap and pushes my back against the wall. "You mean..you 


love me?” 

| nod. 

"And that you didn't mean what you said?" 

Again, | nod. 

"And that you don't want to leave me?" 

Nod. 

"What changed your mind?" 

| sigh and brush back a wavy brown lock of hair from his face. "A lot of things, Tom." 
"Because you need me." 

Dude, it's just scary how he knows these things. 


Tom leans in and kisses me gently, pressing his fingernails into the soft-spot he's made on the nape of my 


neck. A moan escapes my lips. 
“Apology accepted" Tom grins and nips at my neck. 
Sorry, Inga. 


But you're not my life. 


